ALONG  THE   ROAD

bourhood of Piacenza,, Reggio and Modena.
Who knowSj we may yet live to see the towers of
Canossa rivalled by the wooden castles of the
derricks on the slopes below.

The shutters rattled, the wind howled. De-
cidedly3 no fire could burn in the teeth of such a
blast Poor ignes fatui I how welcome we
should have made them In this ice-house ! How
tenderly, like vestals5 we should have cherished
any flame3 however fatuous !

From thinking of those flames and wishing
that I had them in the room with me? I went on
to wonder why it was that the gas-fires of Pietra-
mala should be so oddly familiar to me. Had
I read about them ? Had I recently heard them
mentioned in conversation or what ? I racked
my brains. And then suddenly I remembered 5 it
was in Bence Jones's Life and Letters of Faraday
that I had read of Pietramala.

One very wet day in the autumn of 1814 two
rather queer English tourists alighted from their
chaise in this squalid little village of Pietramala.
One was approaching middle age5 the other still
a very young man. Their names were Sir
Humphry Davy and Michael Faraday, They
had been out of England almost exactly a year,
For it was in the year 1813, just before the news
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